CHAPTER VII JOHN SARGENT AS PAINTER
Character THOUGH I had seen little of Sargent of late years his of Sargent I death came as a shock. Certain men seem to be an essential part of their age, like principals and purlins to a roof, ajid when one of these goes, and Sargent was one, it is as though one of the supports can not be replaced. Here was a man, indifferent to fame and fortune, for both came to him early (accepted as a normal part of life), who had known everyone in the great world in which he took his place, modestly, yet as by right, I think of his huge frame, of his superb appetite, his constant consumption of cigars; of his odd shyness too, and self-consciousness, of his decided opinions expressed with a Jamesian defensiveness, He was never quite at his ease, either in his own studio or among his friends; it was only with his mother and sisters he shed his reserves, His studio was characteristically cosmopolitan with its Venetian mirrors, Coromandel screens, French and Italian furniture, and its studies by Monet, Mancini and Helleu hung in the passages, I doubt 'whether lie ever cared much for English painters, except Charles Furse. Though a familiar figure in the great English houses, he remained a cosmopolitan, Sargent was the last of the painters who could do anything to which he set his hand; but his first conceptions were seldom fine enough to assure a wholly satisfying result, however brilliant and honourable his means, He lacked a final artistry, Yet artistry has much to answer for through its association with limited capacities. If the old standards could have been preserved, one might have had artistry combined 5*